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think us a kind of Sandringham of mild undulations and end-
less plantations of young fir Some may even think us a kind
of extension of Yarmouth, but this I do know, that I have
never met a stranger who knew Breckland But some years
before this war my heart rejoiced to see a map of it in an A A
guide and the injunction that it should not be missed

Breckland is real enough and there is more of it than in my
early youth, for it is a growing thing, even if the growth is
very much of a menace It lies in south-west Norfolk, north-
west Suffolk and mid-east Cambridgeshire, and occupies an
area of some hundreds of square miles If you make the
train journey from London to Norwich via Ely you wiH see
its beginnings at Brandon and it will be with you for twenty
more miles If you motor to Norwich via Newmarket you
will pick it up there and you will see patches of it as far as to
Barton Mills If there you take the left fork for Swaffham it
will be with you for miles, and if you go straight on there
will be twenty miles of it, and even then you will have seen
only a small part and that the least interesting

There are three constituents of Breckland woods, heaths,
and brecks The woods are generally oaks though there is
much ancient pine and young plantations of spruce and fir
As for the difference between a breck and a heath, this is my
private view and many will not agree To me a heath is
bracken covered, with wide stretches of heather Its trees
are silver birch than which there is nothing more lovely
against the blue of an April sky Here and there are
depressions, rain-filled in winter and dry in summer, and then
their beds are mossy and an incredible green But a breck is
arid land, dry, sandy and stony, the haunt of lapwing and
curlew There is sometimes gorse there but the prevailing
hue is grey or pale blue from its lichens or the stunted bugloss
Yellow canker-weed grows in masses, and there is the claret
red of Ragged Robin And generally the land of both heath
and breck is slightly undulating so that you cannot see beyond
a rise, and yet all lies strangely open to air and sky Its
lonely roads, flinty and white with marl, run in the dear with
no hedges, though the bracken will often brush the wheels
of a cart To the rabbit, heath and breck are one, for it
swarms everywhere, and the silver of the sandy burrows
harmonises with the red of heather, the fresh green of growing,
bracken, and the evanescent greys of open brecks